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““Ign'T IT TERRIBLE THE WAY PUGILISTS POUND ONE ANOTHER? IT ONLY GOES TO SHOW WHAT PEOPLE WILL DO FOR MONEY.” 
prea “* BUT A PRIZE-FIGHT ONLY LASTS FOR AN HOUR. 
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WHAT IS THAT TO MARRYING FOR MONEY?” 




























SEPTEMBER IN 
THE ADIRONDACK 
MOUNTAINS. 











Those who have not spent a September in the 
Adirondacks have no idea how beautiful they 
are in that menth which forces most families 
with children back into the city at just the time 
when nature offers so much to those who can 


Stay in the country and enjoy it. 


Try it once and you will never regret it. 


A book or folder descriptive of the Adirondack Mountains 
will be sent free, postpsid,to any address on receipt of a 
postage stamp, by George H. Daniels, General Passenger 
Agent, Grand Central Station, New York. 
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Erect Form Corsets. 


STYLE 701 is made of 
white and drab jean, and 
fast black satine. Hip gored, 
and it has a 13-inch, extra 
heavy front steel. 





Price, $1.00. 
PD] 


The Erect Form 
. Corset is hygienic, 
| easy and shapely. It is 
suitable for all figures 
and comes in various 
sizes. Erect Form 
Corsets remove all pressure from the chest 
and abdomen, and place all strain on the hips 
and back muscles, which are most capable of 
sustaining it. It throws the shoulders into a 





fine military attitude. 













If not purchasable at your dealers, send the 
above price to 


j WEINGARTEN BROS., Manufacturers, 
i! Dept. L. No. 377 Broadway, NEW YORK CITY. 


FORE! 


LIFE’S BOOK FOR GOLFERS | 


A richly illustrated book, carefully printed on heavy paper, dealing exclusively with the game 
of Golf in its amusing and sentimental aspects. Drawings by Gibson, Hanna, Gilbert, Richards, 
Blashfield, Hutt, and many others. 

Cover Design by Gibson. 
Price, $2.00. 


HALF PORTIONS. 


Fifteen short stories by the cleverest of Lire’s writers, profusely illustrated and handsomely 
printed. 
































Price, $1.25. 


ATTWOOD’S PICTURES. 


An Artist’s History of the Last Ten Years of the Nineteenth Century. 


A collection of the clever and satirical vignettes by Francis GiLpert ATTWooD, illustrating the 


history of our own time. : 
Copyright, 1899, by Life Publishing Co. Price, $3.00. 


LIFE PUBLISHING COPMPANY, NEW YORK. 


OPYRIGHT FOR GREAT BRITAIN BY JAMES HENDERSON 





























HISTORIC BITS.—XIX. 
WHILE WASHINGTON WAS CROSSING THE DELAWARE. 


A WARNING WAS SENT TO THE HESSIAN COMMANDER, BUT HE WAS TOO BUSY TO READ IT. 




















“« While there is Life there’s Hope.” 
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| Hibernia day or 
two, some re- 
spected citizen who 





beheves he has 
Twente up his mind how 
he will vote next fall, dis- 
closes his intentions and 
his excuses forthem. On August 27th, 
for example, Mr. Edmunds, once Sena- 
tor from Vermont, a venerable man, 
published to the world his purpose to 
vote the Republican ticket. It is doubt- 
less a long-standing habit with Mr. 
Edmunds to vote the Republican ticket 
in Presidential years, and he would not 
apologize for doing so this year if it 
were not that he is known to be opposed 
to the subjugation of the Philippines. 
What he says, in substance (though 
not in phrases quite identical with 
ours) is, that he would rather trust the 
Philippines to the men that President 
McKinley has assembled at Manila 
than trust the United States to the 
men that Bryan would assemble at 
Washington. He does not think that 
the acquisition of the Philippines was 
an irrepressible detail of our destiny. 
He believes we could have escaped if we 
had run in time, or even if we had par- 
leyed opportunely and with due fluency 
with the Filipinos. He is sorry that we 
didn’t, but still he prefers the frying- 
pan to the fire, and chooses rather to 
vote for the Major and make him a sub- 
ject of prayer, than for Bryan and hope 
for justification by timely repentance. 
Of course, LIFE sympathizes with all 
the perplexed voters, whichever way 
they turn. When the choice is between 


the Devil and the deep sea, it is im- 
possible to find much fault, whichever 


alternative is embraced. A good many 
of our doubtful friends seem likely to 
continue doubtful until election day 
and then vote against the side which 
at that time they are most afraid will 
win. 





‘HERE was sharp discussion at the 
recent Anti-Imperialist Conven- 
tion in Indianapolis, the conclusion 
being that the convention advised its 
friends to vote for Bryan. The advice 
seems not likely to have much effect 
on the McKinley vote. Mr. Moorfield 
Storey of Boston, who was at the con- 
vention, declared that he would not 
vote for Bryan if he could find any 
better way of expressing himself. He 
has hopes of a third candidate, and 
there may be one nominated before 
this issue of Lire is read, for. our 
friends. Thomas Osborne, William 
Everett and John Jay Chapman have 
disclosed intentions to make nomina- 
tions in behalf of the Nationalist party, 
and they may succeed. If they could 
form a coalition with the Anti-Canteen 
Republicans of Ohio and Indiana, it 
would strengthen their movement con- 
siderably, but their consciences would 
hardly admit that, for the anti-can- 
teeners are cranks, and there is no 
sense or justice in their movement. 
Colonel T. W. Higginson of Cam- 
bridge is committed to Bryan, and has 
joined a Bryan club. When the 
Republicans nominated the Hero of 
San Juan, it was equivalent, in Colonel 
Higginson’s opinion, to nailing the 
Jolly Roger to the masthead, and he 
scrambled into the other boat at once. 
Mr. Bourke Cockran’‘is also out for 
Bryan with all his voice, though it is a 
bit uncertain whether he is a Bryan 
man who prefers Bryan, or one who 
feels that Bryan is a sure loser and, 
therefore, safe. 
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HE newspapers say that Mr. 
Thomas B. Reed has _ bought 
some land at Oyster Bay and proposes 
to build a house there. The news is 
particularly interesting because Mr. 
Reed, if he lives at Oyster Bay, will 











have Colonel Roosevelt for a near 


neighbor. <A closer association between 
these two gentlemen might be mutually 
profitable. It has seemed sometimes 
as if Mr. Reed was somewhat lacking 
in audacity and was content to sit still 
when he might have been more ser- 
viceable to his country if he had 
romped about more and given a more 
profuse and violent expression to his 
sentiments. Mr. Reed probably has 
enthusiasm but it is still, whereas 
Colonel Roosevelt’s enthusiasm is full 
of bubbles and is continually driving 
its cork out and spraying the beholders. 
No one has ever suggested that Colonel 
Roosevelt ever sat still a minute too 
long, whereas it has often seemed as if 
he wasted his strength in action that 
was futile. 

Now if Colonel Roosevelt could give 
Mr. Reed a few lessons in hustling and 
taking the front of the stage, and could 
acquire from him in turn a few points 
about taking due repose, and not brag- 
ging, the chances of our getting 2 
President in 1904 from Oyster Bay 
would be considerably increased. 
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HE Cuban teachers have gone 

home, all well and happy, leav- 
bs friends behind them, and ap- 
parently carrying away with them 
very friendly sentiments towards their 
entertainers. The people who insti- 
gated, managed and paid for their 
visit, must be vastly pleased with its 
success. They did an admirable thing 
and did it admirably. There were 
prophets of woe who foretold all sorts 
of mischance and embarrassment to 
issue from this enterprise. There 
was to be sickness and disorder and 
frivolity and abuse of hospitality and 
general disappointment. The enter- 
prise was too big. Fifteen hundred 
teachers could not be managed. Any 
one who had ever been to Cuba, or 
even to Tampa, knew that, the Cubans 
wouldn’t like Cambridge, nor Cam- 
bridge the Cubans. It was misplaced 
emotional philanthropy, the carpers 
said. They said wrong. The Visit 
from beginning to end seems to have 
gone like clockwork, and to have suc- 
ceeded beyond the best hopes of its 
promoters. 
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Life’s Ticket. 





FOR PRESIDENT, 


W. W. ASTOR. 


FoR VICEsPRESIDENT, 


L. H. CHANG. 


T* is beginning to be clearly understood now that Lire’s 

ticket represents everything that the country doesn’t 
want more completely than either of our opponents can 
hope to promise. 

What more could be desired ? 

The main idea of present political success is to get as far 
away from the wishes of the people as possible for the 
furtherance of the favored few. How well Astor and Chang 
can carry out these principles is only just beginning to dawn 
on everybody. 

Our ticket is, so to speak, in advance of the time, but by 
a vigorous campaign of education we are sure to bring the 
country our way. 

To all thinking men we have merely to present the con- 
trast between the ideals of our candidates and those of our 
despised opponents to insure victory. 

McKinley and Roosevelt, for example, represent just 
ordinary Imperialism. There is nothing original about 
this. Under Republican rule we shall have commonplace 
‘war, aggressive octopi and the truculent terrorism of 
Teddy. 

How much further ahead will Astor’s reign be! England 
and America will then be united by the firm bonds of Real 
Estate, Society and Literature, and a war of conquest can 
then begin, with Russia, Germany and France for objects, 
instead of the picayune Philippines and the bathless Boers. 
China, of course, will already be ours, with Li for Vice- 
President. This is a master-stroke in itself. Our song 
will then be: 

Where dum dums call us, 
We must go. 


It is entirely probable that members of the Four Hundred 
will have to be drawn on for Cabinet material; their well- 
known intelligence will contribute to the stability of our 
political functions. Such disgraceful scenes as the wearing 
a dress suit at high noon in the halls of Congress will then 
not be repeated. 

When we reflect how much better off we shall be under 
Astor and Chang than under Bryan and Stevenson, the 
contrast is fully as flattering to our candidates. 

If Bryan represents Populism and Free Silver, Astor 
represents Societism and Free Diamonds. 
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Paradise. 
Some cigarettes, 
Some gossip new, 
A rainy day, 
And just us two! 
Adele Durand. 


[Ts New York, New Haven and Hartford Railroad still 

persists in allowing its passengers to drink ice water 
before entering its hot-air tunnel, thus handicapping an 
otherwise perfect system. 

At present the engines puff all the smoke they can into 
the tunnel and the cars are kept closed and under the heat 
of a broiling sun until just before the trains start, so that 
they arereasonably hot, and the passengers are insured almost 
as uncomfortable a ride as the ingenuity of railroad officials 
can invent. But by imbibing ice water freely before they 
plunge into this inferno, they can keep cool for nearly thirty 
seconds after entering a car. 

Policemen ought to be stationed at the Grand Central 
entrance to stop this pernicious practice. 


A cosy room, 
A pleasant-view 
Of hill, of lake, 
A book or two, 


The Price. 
ODD: It took me an hour yesterday to convince my 
wife that I was right. ; 
Topp: You succeeded then. 
‘*Oh, yes; but she hasn’t spoken to me since.’’ 


DITOR OF LIFE: 

..+. Why do you single out the South to link the name of its people in 
infamous comparison with the Chinese ‘“ Boxers,’’ when comparisons are 
to be had in full view of your editorial wiidows? 

We of the South are doing the best we can with a big proposition, and 
such jibes as appeared in your editorial of the 16th inst. are not needed 
in admonition. 

In the main, Lire has been fair to the Southern people, but there is some- 
thing somewhere in Holy Writ that speaks of extracting beams from 
eyeballs, that obtrudes itself on one’s consciousness at a time like this. 

Very truly yours, 

CHATTANOOGA, TENN., August 16th, 1900, E. M. ELLSWORTH. 


As citizens of New York, we make no answer. All we 
ask is to get behind something and hide our blushes. LIFE 
never went so far as to insult a Southerner by comparing 
him with the average Tammany policeman. 





THIS IS A CAT. 
Dip THE CAT 
[CH THE RAT? 


AN IMPRESSIVE LESSON, 

















She may go to LIFE’s Farm. 


Our Fresh-Air Fund. 





PEOCIOUNED GOMNOWIOEG «oo cess ccccceiwecces vrccccveccenccccecess $$,179.58 
Ml. WeGncl cbeedntn ge Do d0thebsserescoeseends ceseeescereeeestseeteon 25.00 
RAED © BIR sicide ccccce ccteccccccconéecescecosercese -eseccsooes 10,00 
BM oes vccepecesectiectenescvcsesesesepesunuscsoce céveceeste 5.00 
aude Cbd ade eAae 646600 CEITECE-CEROD EE CEKEKEKES Geode debeKeereeee 5.00 
Two Well Wishersae-.............++- 5.00 
) S Se eres 5.00 
Se ee SE vanene Gbevecautanasns 15.00 
Be, Vii Gig BE bc ecet ese vesens nese seeehese6s Ceeeeereunreeteceoreedee 10.00 
vuuveses voces eeesaeeanoncoienees Knbddin ee bb Sedet sardvewsowneeoeee 10.00 
eee ere err eT ee TT Tere ro 10.00 
Miss Vorce’s Sunday School Class .........0-.eec cece cece ween 1.00 
i eed aeaeada) dd aU Cel ebarsd orc erersen givekesees 15.00 
Marjorie, Hopestill & Eleanor ..........-ccccceccccccceeccccceeeves 3.10 

$5,298.68 


An Inference. 
Ts THINKER: It is very difficult to make up one’s 
mind how to vote this year. 

THE PARTISAN: What, don’t you belong to either of the 
parties ? 
has is not going to be long now, if the hitherto silent man 

of Tammany keeps on in his reckless oratorical course, 
before his services will be in demand among colleges as 
professor of modern logic. 

Some time ago Mr. Croker began his new career by his 
famous Free Silver utterance which has now become an 
axiom, that he was satisfied to let Congress regulate the 
money of the country. 

His success as a thinker was so immediate that it was not 
long before he blossomed forth again in a speech 
to the young men, telling them what they ought 
to do. 

Mr. Croker intimated that our young men 
don’t think. 

But this cannot be said of Mr. Croker. He 
is the great, only, and original thinker of the 
day. What we want now is a work on political 
economy from his pen. 


Life’s Guide to Voters. 


OR War, Teddy, OR the Constitu- 

Taxation and tion, Peace, Panic 

Trusts, vote for and Populism, vote 
William McKinley. for W. J. Bryan. 









A HARE RES3TORER. 


Told in Chirps. 
(AN IDYLL OF THE PARK.) 
CENE: The Browntop-Sparrow Nest in the Treetop Apart- 
ment House, West Drive, Central Park. 
Tre: The Day of the Wedding. 
CHARACTERS IN THE DRAMA. 
Mr. BrowntTop-SParRow, father to the bride. 
Mrs. BRownTOP-SPARROW, mother tothe bride. 
Miss Brrpie Browntor-SPaRROW, the bride. 
(Mr. SPECKLE WINGER, the groom. 
Some Persons with Souls. 
Bird Guests, Orchestra, etc. Messengers Arriving with 
Gifts. The Sun Is Just Rising. 

BIRDIE (chirping aloud good morning to her mother): It’s 
going to be a perfect day, ma. But, oh, I’m so nervous! I 
feel as though I’d never last through the ceremony and the 
breakfast and all! Getting married isso unusual! And 
all the lovely presents! Nota duplicate! Here is a dainty 
little set of twigs for the new nest! (Reading) ‘* With the 
compliments of Mr. and Mrs. Titwillow.’’ Aren’t they 
just too lovely? And some apple blossoms from Cheery 
Chirpington! Dear fellow! It’s so sweet of him! You 
know, ma, he was quite wild about me! He hopped around 
the fountain all last night and looks quite bedraggled—so 
Speckle chirped me over the green leaf telephone this 
morning. And he’s going to be usher ! 

Mrs. BRownTOP-SPARROW : Do stop flitting around so! 
You'll tire yourself out! Run down to the lake and take 
your bath, dear, and then put your head under your wing 
for a little nap, so that you’ll be fresh for the ceremony. 
It’s quiet up there on the spare bough, and you won’t be 
disturbed. Ill attend to everything. 

BrrpiE: Oh, I am so worried about the choir and the 
orchestra and everything! And then, if the breakfast 
shouldn’t be just right. 

Mrs. BROWNTOP-SPARROW: You musn’t worry so. We 
had a full choir rehearsal last evening. Professor Thrusher 
was never in better voice, and he has the chorus trained to 
perfection. The music will be exquisite. 

BIRDIE: But the breakfast. When one is depending on 
a caterer it is such arisk! Have the Cuckoos sent the menu? 

Mrs. BROwnNTOP-SPARROW : Yes—here it is—written on a 
maple leaf. Just listen : 


Just Birds: 


THE MENv. 


Dewdrops in lilae blossoms. 
Early worms—en brochette. 
Fresh strawberries with stems. 
Seeds in honeysuckle tops. 
Young caterpillars — au naturel. 
Mixed grasses-- Assorted seeds— 
Fruits. 

Twigs in icicles. 
Chateau—Eau de Fountain, 1875. 
Vin Lily Pool—1870. 

BIRDIE (chirps approvingly): And 
everything is all ready in the 
nest? 

Mrs. BROWNTOP-SPARROW: 
To the last twig, my dear. 
The ‘silk down pillows I pro- 
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TO BE THAT OF THE HORSE. 
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BIRDIE (in a chirped whisper): Well, we go—direct to the 





off for your bath. 


very naughty birds. 


Lily-Pond Hotel, where Speckle has engaged the Pink Lotus 

Suite. From there we will take a flying trip up along the 

Bronx and flit over to Westchester. If we decide to 

prolong our stay, there are some relatives of Speckle’s 

that he wishes to visit—but, the fact is, I am anxious 

to get back to the nest and begin my At Homes. Oh, 

it is allso sweet! AndIamsohappy! And so proud of 
Speckle! (She nestles on Mrs. Browntop-Sparrow’s breast.) 

Mrs. BrowntTop-SpaRRow: It reminds me of my own 

wedding day. Browntop and I eloped, my dear! We were 

I was a mere child. And we were 

quite poor at first, for my parents would not forgive us. I 

used to go out with your father every day to look for seeds. 

Yes, dear, in those days we fairly lived in the gutter. But 

Browntop made a deal in grain—fairly cornered the market— 

and we found ourselves rich. There, dear—kiss me and run 


(Birdie flits away, looks back from a distant bough, flutters 


her wings and chirps and exits. Mrs. Browntop-Sparrow looks 
SKELETON OF AN EXTINCT ANIMAL RECENTLY UNEARTHED; BELIEVED sadly after her.) 


Enter Mr. Browntop-Sparrow and Speckle Winger. Both 


thing ! 











owas tv 


Poche ian. 


— 


peers 











PROFESSOR DOPE, TO WHOM WE ARE INDEBTED FOR THE ABOVE VERY SATISFACTORY 
RESTORATION, ASSERTS THAT THE ACCOUNTS OF THE DOMESTICATION OF THIS BEAST BY 


PRIMATIVE MAN ARE WHOLLY FABULOUS, 


cured yesterday afternoon from an 
upholsterer’s wagon — and the moss 
decorations at the entrance are superb. 
You will have a home to be proud of ! 

BrirpviE: The location certainly is 
lovely! Overlooking Fifth Avenue, 
with a charming esplanade of tele- 
graph wire not twenty hops from the 
door. And a most exclusive neighbor- 
hood ! 

Mrs. BRowntTop-SPARROW: Have 
you finally decided on your tour? 

BirpiE : Speckle wanted me to keep 
it a dead secret. You know those 
horrid reporters, the Catbirds, ‘follow 





one about so. We intend to throw 
them completely off the wing. 

Mrs. BROWNTOP-SPARROW (weeping 
and fluttering): And is it possible that 
you refuse to tell your mother? Ah, 
this is what it means to lose a child’s 
love ! 

BirDIE (fanning with her wing and 
nestling) : Now, don’t cry, dear. It’s 
a bad omen. Of course I’ll tell you. 
But don’t tell pa, for he’ll give every- 
thing away to the reporters on account 
of his politics. 

Mrs. BROWNTOP-SPARROW : You can 
trust me, Birdie. I know your father. 


kiss Mrs. Browntop. Speckle has two orange blos- 
soms that he displays proudly to Mrs. Browntop. 
SPECKLE: For Birdie’s bouquet! The real 
I pecked them off a bride’s wreath as 
she stepped out of her carriage opposite Saint 
Thomas’s yesterday. Aren’t they beauties? 
Mrs. BROWNTOP-SPARROW (chirping in ec- 
stasy): Simply lovely! Birdie has just run off 
to get her bath. She is as happy as a child. 
Oh, Speckle—You will be good to her? She 
has never left her mother’s wing until now ! 
SPECKLE (flapping his wings courteously and 
giving Mrs. Browntop his claw) : You may trust 
me, Mrs. Browntop! I love Birdie as I never 








Go 


Advertising Phrase: REMEMBER! WE ARE SOUL 
AGENTS FOR THIS TERRITORY. 
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Professor Digger; AN ABORIGINAL TOMAHAWK, BY GUM! 


“THIS IS AN INDIAN MOUND, 8URE.”? 


thought I could love a bird. You know I used to be something 
of a woman hater. 

Mrs. Browntor-SpaRROW: Ever since that affair with Mrs. 
Flirtington Lark. Of course everybody heard of it. You were 
dreadfully gossiped about ! 

SPECKLE ( fluttering angrily): Don’t speak of that woman! 
When I think of Birdie—sweet, trustful and innocent—and recall 
that perfidious creature’s behavior 

Mrs. BrRowntTop-SPARROW: Yet you were quite insane about 
her for a time? 

SPECKLE: An infatuation. That woman is a coquette if ever 
there was one. Her flat up in Riverside Park is the scene of 
revels that are simply awful. Birds chirping around at all hours 
of the night and preventing respectable sparrows from sleeping. dade? 
Bathing in the river by moonlight, and taking trips on the top of 
trains all over the country. She’s been put out of three trees since 
last fall. And the birds you meet there! Disreputable, married 
sparrows, old enough to be her father—with families at home—— 

(He looks fixedly at Browntop-Sparrow, who nudges him in the wing 
with his claw and flutters. ) 

Mr. BrRowntop-SPARROW: Why intrude such subjects on 
Birdie’s wedding day? Ah, dear, to think we must lose her! “THE HEAD OF AN INDIAN CHIEF. IT 18.” 
But it’s a love match, if ever there was one. Eh, Speckle? 

SPECKLE (dreamily): I can recollect the morning we met as 
though it were yesterday. It was at a little breakfast at the Lily 
Pond. We hopped together for an hour and dived several times. 
Even then we noticed how perfectly we hopped and flew together 
and how our voices harmonized. After that our meetings were 
constant. The park became a paradise! It seemed to me as though 
I were a new bird. And those meetings! Her little claw fluttered 
in mine—and her eyes were so bright that I fell head over claws 
in love. 

Mrs. BROWNTOP-SPARROW: I declare the guests are beginning ‘ 
to arrive. There’s Parson Woodpecker. I do hope those horrid 
squirrels will keep out of the tree until after the breakfast. Why, 
there are the Jays from Brooklyn—and I declare if that isn’t Mr. 
and Mrs. Prospect Park Canary! And the Twittertwits—from 
City Hall Park—one of our oldest families, Speckle. And there 
are the ushers and the choir. How nice of you all tocome. Such 
a crush ! 

(Amid a tremendous fluttering of wings and some chirping the Bird “0, HO! MORE OF HIM. YE GODS, WHAT A FIND!” 

















Choir begins to intone the Wedding 
March. Birdie enters, leaning on her 
father’s claw. Parson Woodpecker per- 
forms the ceremony impressively, and, 
after congratulations, all gather for break- 
fast. Speeches, toasts and songs make the 
time pass happily until Mr. and Mrs. 
Speckle Winger depart under a shower of 
bird seed.) 

BIRDIE: Well, it’s all over. And 
I’m so nervous and frightened I 
could just cry! I feel as though 
we ought to turn back. I’ve got cold 
chills in both my claws and can 


hardly fly. 
SPECKLE: Why, you foolish little 
bride —— ! Here, lean on my wing 


and we’ll rest on the next bough we 
come to. How you flutter! It is not 
very complimentary to me, to cry on 
our wedding day! See how bright 
the sun is getting—and how it sparkles 
on the leaves and the water! Think 
of the dear little nest ! Oh, how happy 
we shall be! Let us chirp that little 
love song of ours together as we fly 
along ! ‘ 

(They chirp sweetly until they reach 
the bough.) 

BIRDIE: Oh, Speckle, Speckle, what 
are those men doing down there? They 
are looking at us. They have guns! 
Oh, Speckle, save me—-save me! (She 
nestles in Speckle’s breast.) 

SPECKLE: Don’t be afraid, dear. I 
will protect you. Keep your wings 
folded tight and nestle close to me. 
Don’t flutter so, Birdie. See the sun 
shining on that high maple tree. That 
is where our home is waiting —— 

THe Gun: BANG! 

THE HunTER: Good shot! Brought 


“THESE MUST BE HIS LEGS.” 


‘Large. 


two down at once! That makes a 
dozen this morning! I’m going home_ 
for breakfast ! 

(Several weeks supposed to elapse. Two 
girls in a millinery shop on Fifth Avenue 
are selecting a hat.) 

First GirL (trying one on before a 
mirror): Pink always was becoming 
to me—I think this is stunning! And 
the rose wreath—it’s so exquisitely 
simple—and the two darling little 
birds ! 

SECOND GIRL: Somehow I don’t 
like that hat. Whenever I see a bird 
on a hat, it reminds me of something 
dead ! 

First GIRL: Oh, how silly! You 
must admit that it is awfully becom- 
ing! Why, you goose—you're crying ! 

SeconpD GIRL: I can’t help it! 
Those poor little birds look so sad. 
Their eyes are so pitiful ! 

First GirRL: You foolish girl! 
Why their eyes are only glass beads! 
How could they look sad? I’m going 
to have this hat ! 

SECOND GIRL: I don’t care if they’re 
beads or not; they look sad—awfully 
sad—just the same ! 

Kate Masterson. 





,.% NEW discovery put forth by a 
scientist of Germany is that 
yawning is extremely beneficial; it 
‘*stretches the muscles of the brain 
, sends the blood to the 
jaws, and sharpens appetite and in- 
tellect.’’ 
This is a cheap remedy, and anyone 
desirous of trying it will have ample 
means at his disposal. 
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A Severe Jolt. 


WAS seated in the corner of the car, 
When I got a most excruciating jar— 
Not the ordinary kind 
To which gripmen are inclined, 
But a jolt that shocked me more than that 
by far. 


From adown the aisle a fascinating girl 
Set my senses in an amatory whirl, 
When she turned a pretty smile 
Toward my corner, and the while 
Showed the tips of teeth that glistened as 
the pearl. 


T responded with a twinkle of my eye 

(Tis a little trick I studied, by the bye), 
And although I passed my street, 
Still I kept my corner seat, 

For the hope within my heart was running 

* high. ; 


Then it was I got the dolorifie jar : ? 
Just behind me, on the platform of the car, 
Stood the man at whom, ’twas plain, 
She was smiling through the pane, 
And—I’d ridden half a mile or more too far. 
W. B. H. 


7? is not always the wisest Republic 

that knows its own sons, as wit- 
nessed by the increase of over two 
thousand names in the pension list 
this year over last. 

The pension system in vogue in this 
country is at present absorbing only 
about one-quarter of the total revenue of 
thecountry. Butitmust be remembered 
that foreign conquests and domestic 
discords have turned our attention 
away from this important subject. 

No doubt, with a little more effort, 
the pension list may, in time, be so 
increased as to absorb the revenue 
entirely. 





* LIFT 
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A YOUNG MAN WITH A WEAK HEART. 
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, For What We Are About To Receive. 


rT‘HE new season has begun, and for what 

we are about to receive may the Syndi- 
cate make us duly thankful. 
to be some good, some bad, and a 

















There are bound 
lot of 
indifferent shows. Art is rather a strange thing 
to place in the hands of a commercial 
wy |) // Syndicate, but if the American people 
| /, wish to put plush furniture ahead of 
Hh no one may 
{ I} fi) say the Syndicate nay. In polities, 
litt /> in national life, Americans pre- 
WA fer Brummagem to the real 
thing, and there seems to be no 
really good reason why Mr. Charles 
Frohman and Mr. Mark Hanna should 
not collaborate and save us the bother 
of worrying about our national and 
theatrical destinies. We are an easy people 
and we like to be done. We need not worry. 
Hanna and Frohman will do us 
thoroughly, and we poor, defenceless eighty 
millions of Americans may safely entrust our- 
selves to their political and dramatic guidance. 


dramatie excellence 


Messrs. 


i * % 
HE truth about Mr. Otis Skinner and his play, ‘ Prince 
“ Otto,” is that he is a very charming actor and that his play does 
not give him quite enough scope. Mr. Skinner, thanks to Syndi- 

‘B cate methods, has not been seen in New York for some time. 

Those who knew his work and admired him at Daly’s will find 

him not greatly changed. He has gained a certain air of authority 
which Mr. Augustin Daly allowed to few members of his company. 
At the sametime it must be allowed, judging by this performance, 
that Mr. Skinner has not yielded to the temptation that besets every 
actor out of New York to sacrifice method to the desire to affect 
easily-moved provincial audiences. In other words, Mr. Skinner 
comes back to New York little affected by uncritical audiences who 
demand only “strong” acting. 

The late Robert Louis Stevenson might turn over in his Samoan 
grave to see the liberties that have been taken with his story of 
‘“‘ Prince Otto,” and it must be confessed that the play is not a 
powerful one. The petty polities of a small German principality 
as the basis of a drama to present to New York people seem trivial 
in view of all the strenuousness we have going on in our own 
mid-t and in our depende cies. 

The piece was well presented. Mr. Skinner himself as Prince Otto 
was manly, graceful, suave and dignified when occasion called. 
After all the recent appeals to the matinée girl and the Tenderloin 
rounder, it was refreshing to see a masculine actor depending simply 
on his merits and the possibilities of the work allotted to him. 

The supporting company and staging of the play were entirely 
adequate. Miss Filkins, whom we have long known as the simplest 
and most innocent of ing‘nues, portrays here the dangerous and 


“Ltr © * 


intriguing villainess so well that defenceless men might do well to 
keep out of her clutches. Miss Perey Haswell, who is always good 
to gaze upon, was really imperialistic as Princess Seraphina. 
HE new play written by Henry Arthur Jones for Charles 
Frohman for England and America, and which is first to be 
produced at the Duke of York’s Theatre, London, on September 
20th, by Charles Frohman’s Duke of York’s Theatre company, has 
been named ‘The Lackey’s Carnival.” Mr. Frohman has also 
just received the manuscript of a new play written by Henry 
Arthur Jones for Charles Frohman, which the latter is to produce 
atthe new Wyndham Theatre in November, the American rights 
belonging to Mr. Frohman.—New York Herald. 

This paragraph out-Frohmans Frohman. Mr. Frohman has 
been known to get his own name into one programme seventy-*wo 
hundred and eight times. The esteemed Herald is evidently crying 
to beat him at his own game. Metcalfe. 


A Certainty. 


LAYWRIGHT: Sometimes I doubt whether this play 
will be a success. 
MANAGER: Nonsense! It has no plat, it abounds in 
cheap sentimentality, it is vulgar enough in spots, and the 
scenery is fine. It can’t help but succeed. 


Cui Bono? 


OME attention has been aroused by the statement 

recently made before the Catholic Total Abstinence 
Union of Philadelphia, that ‘drunkenness is increasing 
among women, especially society women, who have no time 
to eat and sleep and must turn to what will give them 
strength to get through their social duties.’’ 

This is asserted by Mrs. Lake of St. Louis, and certainly 
is not pleasing intelligence if it is true. But is it true? 

Let Mrs. Lake come forward with statistics and informa- 
tion giving the names of all the society women she knows 
who imbibe too freely, and just how much they imbibe, 
and then we shall be inclined to listen to her. 
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Playwright: 1 TELL You THER’S A THIRD ACT THAT WILL SIMPLY 
MAKE YOUR HAIR 8TAND ON END-—— 
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Columbia in Eruption. 


ing upon an unhappy land. 


the ear and bang the eye of the trembling freeman, 
who vainly seeks to differentiate the patriot and 
the liar, the statesman and the spellbinder. The voter will 
hear much of silver and gold, but will handle none 
unless— well, unless. He will see Teddy once more { 
charging Shafter and San Juan ; he will hear Beveridge, ‘ 
the young man garrulous, repel charges; he will be told 
of the mission of the nation and its military mis- 
sionaries ; he will see the dolors and scents of 
imperialism countered by the dollars and cents of 
expansion ; and he will note the man with the 
hard head and the soft hand shouting for the 
Republican Soft-Shell Crab with the reaching 
claws. The Republican prophet will weep for 
attacks on financial laws, while the Democratic 
denouncer damns all profit and loss. Shouts, \% 
yells, noise, speeches, calliopes and Grosvenors ’ 
will shake the Republic ; unselfish patriots will ‘ 
take up the white man’s burden, if they can get 
their hands on it; the silver man will point the 
finger of a warning fate at the Yellow Peril (gold) 
of Canton (Ohio) ; and the country will be saved 
and put in the bank at interest. The horny- 
fisted sons of Wall Street, the bone and skinyou of 
the country, will throw out banners, red fire and 
their chests and advise the rural anarchist that 
water-soaked paper, and not gold and silver and 
crops, is the real wealth of the land. 

This will be a campaign of education, for the school- 
master is abroad—in the Philippines. The Great In- 
vertebrate will wait on his piazza in Canton to welcome 
the Ohio Boxers, who come to shed their last drop of blood 
and principle for their country’s treasury. Marquis Jo 





‘““THEN I TAKE IT.” 


HE horrors of a Presidential campaign are burst- 
The strenuous 
sombrero, the man on horseback, the resounding lung, 
the sonorous brass band, the loud regalia, will assault 























CORecxu! 


‘on | MONTAGUE, HOW SUDDEN! 1 MUST HAVE TIME TO THINK.’ 
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Hanna, of Cleveland, will pass the collection box with a 
shotgun to the water-logged monopolies ; Teddy, the Talk- 
ing Terror of Tongue River, will snort through the land 
on his steaming automobile bronco, deluging the prairie 
with language and gore; Lodge, the passionate, political 
halibut of Massachusetts, will warm up Beveridge and do 
duet stunts in darkest Indiana; the Krags of oratory will 
be stormed by philanthropic imperialists and the Maxims of 
peace be preached by the advance agents of Christian com- 
merce and benevolent assimilation. 

The man who labors with his hands will hang on the 
words of him who toils with his jaws; the gentle agricul- 
turist, toying with his stubborn glebe, will figure out 
whether Providence or President is responsible for crops ; 
and the coon in the canebrake will marvel why the white 
man’s burden is always black and tan and hangs from a 
tree at the end of arope. Campaign poets will assault the 
world with peg-legged rhymes and club-footed metres ; 
Bellona will masquerade as the Goddess of Liberty ; parsons 
will preach pragmatically of peace and prosperity and pray 
for the party paying the pew rents ; and the Spellbinder will 
have a “front” like Jove,an eye like Meagher’s—after a jag. 

When the quadrennial jag is over the country will wake 
up out of pocket, out of breath, out of patience and, some 
of it, out of office. Then will the Jelly Fish lie down with 
the Octopus, and the voice of the Horse Leech be heard 
in the land. Joseph Smith. 
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Sieepy Sam: su—su—su—. 
THE BABES IN THE WOODS. 


Words, Words, Words. 

CENE: Page 212 of ‘* To Have 
and to Hold.”’ Real Howard Pyle 
Pirates in the foreground. Recipe 
in the back- 



































hero and heroine 
groun d, 


Enter ODSBODIKINS. 

Ods.: Where am I? Avoid thee, 
i fiend. I will not use that modern 
vulgarism ‘‘ Where am Lat?”’ Retro me 
Sathanas. Soft! Who is he comes here? 












































Enter GADZOOKS. 








Gad.: As I live, my old friend Ods- 
bodikins. 

Ods.: Do my eyes deceive me ? What, 
can this be my old fellow in arms? 

Gad.: The same, the same. (Hmbrace.) 


























Enter ** BY’R LaKIN.”’ 








By’ L.: Well met, my bravos. ’Tis 

| long since we three were together on 
one page. 

] Gad.: Odsbodikins, but this is a nota- 

ble gathering of pretty oaths that are 

not dangerous. 

Ods.: By’r Lakin, where was it we 
met last? In Shakespeare, if my 
memory servesme. . 

' By’r L.: Of a verity it was. 
king’s palace, methinks. 

Gad.: Nay, it was in ‘‘ Room in the 
same,”’ as you may see in the old play 
book. 

Ods.: Truly, my brave hearts, I opine 
that we are coming to our own again. 
Once more the world craves good, 
mouth-filling oaths. 















































In the 















































DON’T MOVE, WEARY, THEY’RE TAKIN’ US FOR 


By L.: Thou speakest more wisely 
than thou art ware of. As Acres 
saith, ‘‘Damns have had their day.’’ 
But it seemeth to me that thou art 
somehow changed, old friend. 

Gad.: Tush, ’tis but a trifle. I have 
but dropped my initial ‘‘ G.”’ to humor 
a lady author. She thinks I look more 
refined as ‘* Adzooks.”’ 

Ods.: By my haiidom, I do bethink 
me of an hostelry several pages back 
(Enter BY My Hatipom), where good 
sherris sack is to be had for the asking, 
and it is a place where lusty oaths 
most do congregate. Lét us go to it. 

Gad.: Perchance we will meet Egad 
there. He was always a jolly com- 
panion (Hnter Eaap) before he went on 
the stage. But I never cared much for 
Go To, who has been starring with him. 
She always suggested undeveloped 
possibilities. (Hnter Go To.) 

Ods.: Avoid. Now is the time to 
dissemble. 

Enter WINSTON CHURCHILL. As he sees 
the gathering he ‘‘ laughs a laugh that 
is not good to hear.” 

Churchill: Just what I have been 
looking for. I arrest you all in the 
nameof High Art and True Literature. 
I need you in my next novel of Revo- 
lutionary times. 

Egad.: And what if I refuse? 

Churchill: Drop that! You are not 
on the stage now ! 

The novelist scoops them all into his 
pocket. Green fire and slow curtain. 

P. McA. 


? 


_— RE once was a drummer from 
Del. 

Who haughtily said, ‘‘ I am wel. 

That my style is au fait. 

If it isn’t, pray say 

Just what sort of clothes should a fel.” 


NOTHER evil that we are threat- 
ened with, according to Mrs. 
Helen M. Barker, is the deadly ab- 
sinthe. Mrs. Barker declares that we 
are becoming slaves to the absinthe 
habit. 

Perhaps Mrs. Barker has been fre- 
quenting French table-d’hote restau- 
rants and gets her idea from this 
limited field. 

Mrs. Barker has a certain woman’s 
privilege to make statements, even 
when unsupported by figures and 
facts, but she certainly should not ask 
us to enact a law against absinthe. 
Not that absinthe is a desirable ad- 
dition, but that another law is more 
undesirable. 

We have so many laws now that we 
hardly know how to act. 


Cee: My aunt has just 
died. Is the head undertaker in ? 
ASSISTANT: Want to see him on 

business ? 

_ “No, Pleasure.” 





“* GETTING ROUND ON TIME.” 
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LOVE, 


And what is love? Itisa thril 

That percolates throughout your breast 
And sweetly tickles you until 

You're in a state of wild unrest ! 
It is an effervescing sense 

Of sparkling rapture ; sort of fizz 
Of heavenly nectar so intense 

It makes you drunk with bliss! 
A sweet phantasmagorian dream 

That comes upon you while awake 
And monkeys with you till you seem 

With pent-up bliss to fairly ache ! 
And that is love ; at least that be 
The way it a)ways works on me ! 


It is 


— Denver Evening Times. 


‘* RICHARD MANSFIELD is a nimble-witted fellow,” said a 
minor member of his company the other day, ‘* but he met a 
scene manager out west early this season who was quite his 
match. The fellow’s name is Jack Quinn. He had been 
familiar in olden days with Booth and McCullough, and was 
a prince at his work. Jack always sought to avoid cause for 
complaint, and especially did he so act in the case of Mans- 
field. Buta kick was inevitable. A couple of scene shifters, 
after some laborious work in the flies, came down to the rear 
of the stage breathing rather heavily as a result of their ex- 
ertions. Mansfield chanced to walk near them. He nearly 
froze them with a look, Then he summoned Quinn, 

*“*The breathing of these men annoys me,’ said Richard. 

«“* I'd answer to the law if I stopped it,’ replied Jack, with 
ready wit. 

“A stage hand slipped and danced about a little in the 
effort to regain his balance, 
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*** Your men make too much noise with their feet,’ ex 
claimed the actor. 

“+ Hereafter 
response, 

“ Mansfield had no more use for Quinn, and during the 
remainder of the engagement they spoke to each other only . 
when it was absolutely necessary.”’ 

— New England Magazine. 
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they'll walk on their hands,’ was the 


In a certain skirmish a Colonel——(General he came to 
call himself) got a slight scratch on his leg. The wound was + 
a matter of great glory to him, says the Chicago Jnter- Ocean, 
and he nursed it through after days, growing lamer with 
every year that the memory of his bravery might ever 
be near him. One day, late in his life, as he sat nursing bis 
leg and pondering the glorious past, a young man, visiting 
the family for the first time, approached and sympathetically 
remarked : ‘* Lame, General?” 

* Yes, sir,’ after a pause, and with inexpressible solem- 
nity; “* I am lame.” 

* Been riding, sir?’ 

No,” with rebuking sternness, ‘I have not been riding.” 

* Ah, slipped on the ice, General? ”’ 

“No, sir,” with actual ferocity. 

** Perhaps, then, you have sprained your ankle, sir?” 

With a painful slowness the old man lifted his pet leg in 
both hands, set it carefully on the floor, rose slowly from his 
chair, and, looking down upon the unfortunate youth with 
mingled pity and wrath, burst forth in the sublimity of rage: 
“Go read the history of your country, you puppy !” 


“Don’r trifle with me, Miss McCurdy!” pleaded the 
young man, desperately. ‘ Wait till I have finished. Do 1 
need to tell you, after all these weeks, how completely and 
absolutely your image fills my heart? Have you not seen? 
Do you not know? Have I not betrayed myself by my 


looks, by the tones of my voice, by the eager joy that lights [ 
up my features whenever you appear@ Must I put in words [ 


” 


the feelings 1 can no more disguise than I can —— 


‘*Mr. Whitgood,” interrupted the young woman, “are 


you in earnest?”’ 
‘Glycerine McCurdy,” he said, drawing himself up with 
injured dignity, ‘‘ do you think I’m doing this on a bet?” 
— Chicago Tribune. 


IN a car a small boy was observed to be suddenly 
agitated, but regained his self-control after a few moments, 
Soon after the conductor appeared and asked for fares, 
When he stood before the small boy there was a slight pause, 
and the passengers were surprised to hear the following: 

‘“ Pleathe charge it to my papa; I've thwallowed the 
money.’'— Booton Beacon. 


Doctor (to operetta diva who wishes to be vaccinated); 
Shall I vaccinate your arm? 

Diva: Heavens! No, of course not. Think of me asan 
artist with a scar on my arm! You must vaccinate me where 
it won't show. 

‘‘T think you had better take it internally.” 

— Collier's Weekly. 


A New York barkeeper, who was spending his vacation | 


in Maine, found himself one evening in a hotel in Portland, 
While he lingered a terrible storm took place. The windows 
of ‘the room in which he was sitting were broken by hail. 
stones ‘‘almost as big as eggs.”’ 
noticed that the barkeeper turned aside to drop a tear, 

‘Does the storm scare you?’’ he ventured to ask his 
guest. 

“It isn’t that,” replied the barkeeper, ‘‘ but I can't bear 
to see so much cracked ice wasted on a Prohibition State.” 

— Wave. 








The proprietor of the hotel © 































For sale by all Newsdealers in Great Britain. The Inter- 
national News Company, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, 
London, E. C., England, AGENTS, 


‘Established 1823. 


WILSON 
WHISKEY. 


That’s All! 






EUROPEAN AGENTS—Messrs. Brentano, 
37 Avenue Ge l'Opera, Paris. 


STEEL PENS 


FSTERBROOKS “<aguces 


150 Varieties. American Made Pens and the 
For Sale by all Stationers. Best Pens in the World. 


Works, Camden, ¥.J. THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO. 26 Jonn st. New York. 


















































Millions are sold each year. The best Cigar for the money. Look for Arrow 


A luxurious smoke at a consistent price with good quality. Head on Every 
A fact proved by their enormous sales. Cigar. 
JACOB STAHL, JR. & CO., Makers, 168th St. & 3rd Ave., N. Y. City. 


PREDICAMENTS COONTOWN’'S 400 


A Book of Short Stories Drawings of Darky Life. 
of Society Life . ° e By E. W. KEMBLE. 
By LOUIS EVAN SHIPMAN. Printed on heavy paper and bound in cloth, 


Illustrations by C. D, Gibson & T. K, Hanna, Jr. with special cover designed by Kemble. 
Cloth and Gold. Price $2.00. 





THE WILSON DISTILLING CO., 
| Baltimore, Md. 














Barbara Frietchie, 
THE FREDERICK GIRL. 
A Play in Four Acts. 
By CLYDE FITCH. 


car Seaptent Price $1.00. 

i Covey lithographed and Shinn’s portrait or 

' Thlia Marlowe in culors. Complete 

text. Thirteen plates of scenes 
from the celebrated play. 


Mr. Kemble’s technical ability, added to his appre- 
ciation of an absurd situation and a keen sense 0 
humor, make his pictures mirth-provoking. 
—Brooklyn Times. 


A delightful little volume with which to amuse one’s 
selt befure the open fire of an evening. This is one of 
those books over which one may have a ‘good 


Price 50 cents. time.”—/oston Budget. 





FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKDEALERS, OR SENT POSTPAID ON RECEIPT OF PRICE BY 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, NEW YORK CITY. 
Chicago’s Theater Train—!2.10 MIDNIGHT—New York Central. 
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FRENCH GonED-SoLip WHALEBONE 


Pace asain Bros. COMPANY ~ 
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Al 
STRAIGHT FRONTS, ROUNDING HIPS AND LOW BUST 
EFFECTS, WILL PRODUCE AN ELEGANCE OF FIGURE ' 
THAT NO OTHER CORSETS CAN. THEY COST SOME- 
WHAT MORE , BUT ARE A NECESSITY TO A WELL el 
GOWNED WOMAN ——> : 
DAINTY NOVELTIES IN BROCADES, COUTIL, ‘HUAN Cori; 
"AND PLAIN OR EXQUISITELY ENBROIDERED BATISTES — J 


Good whisky can- 
not be spoiled by 
good water. 


“Canadian 















is admittedly one 
of the most deli- 
cate of whiskies, 
yet water does not 
wash out its sub- 
| tile flavour and 
| aroma, but on 
r the contrary en- 
j hances them. A 
+ **Canadian Club” 
| High Ball is the 

perfection ofa 
7 summer drink. 3 
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PENNSYLY ANIA 


RAI LROAD PERSONALLY- 


CONDUCTED 


TOURS. 


GETTYSBURG, 
LURAY, AND 
WASHINCTON 


September 15 to 19, 1900. 


RATE $25.00 from NEW VORK. 
» 322.00 from PHILADELPHIA. 


TO THE SOUTH 


October 9 to 17, 1900. 








For detailed itineraries and full information, 
apply to Ticket Agents: Tourist Agent, 119% 
Broadway, New York; 4 Court 8t., Brooklyn; 
789 Broad St., Newark N.J.; or address Geo. W. 
Boyd, Ass’t Gen’! Pass. Agent, Philadelphia. 


J. B. HUTCHINSON, J. R. WOOD, 
General Manager. Gen’! Pass. Agent. 































Why 
Take Chances 


sure of it? 


OLD 
OVERHOLT 


“Bottled in Bond’’ 
direct from the barrel 
at the distillery. 


A. OvEeRHOLT & Co., 


When you can be 


PITTSBURG, PA. 
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Jow Bust, Lona Hip, SHORT HiP @ STRAGHT FRONTS + | 








* teaches by mail with perfect success 
Alois wo 0 his original and scientific method of 
Physiological Exercise without any 
apparatus dae and requiring but a few minutes time in your own room 
just before retiring. By this condensed system more exercise can be obtained 
in ten minutes than by any other in two hours and it is the only one which 
does not overtax the heart. 
It is the on iy natural, easy and speedy method for obtaining perfect 
health, physical development and elasticity of mind and body. 


ABSOLUTELY CURES CONSTIPATION, 
INDIGESTION, SLEEPLESSNESS, 
NERVOUS EXHAUSTION 
and revitalizes the whole body. ; 
Pupils are of both sexes ranging in age from fifteen to eighty-six, and all 
recommend the system. Since no two people are inthe same physical 
condition individual instructions are given in each case. 


e 
Write at once for full information and Booklet containing endorsements 
from many of America’s leading citizens to 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 34-36 Washington Street, CHICAGO, ILLS. 
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THE ADVENTURES OF A WIDOW 
be illustrated by a series of drawings by 
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Not Artificially Mellowed. 
Time and Good Storage 


Only used in maturing 


©Old 
Crow 
Rye 


A Straight, 
Hand-Made Sour Mash. 
Whiskey does not need 

doctoring ; only cheap 
whiskies are fixed up to taste old. 
| They are not good for the stomach. 


'H. B. KIRK & Co., Sole Bottlers, N. Y. 


D. Gibson, soon to begin in LIFE. 
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YPSILANTI 


HEALTH 
UNDERWEAR 
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SEND TODD 
FOR MFG. CO 
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“Waar is the Mother’s Congress, pa?” eae 

“It is an organization of women designed to give other | =AZ. 
women useful hints on how to bring up their children.” 

— Cleveland Plain Dealer. ee 7 a \ 
THE ADVENTURES OF A WIDOW . 
Will be illustrated by a series of drawings by G. D. Gibson, 
soon to begin in LIFE. For the 
A CONN ™ Yacht, f 
INNECTICUT farmer who is a large grower of turnips, Manhattan, 
and who has suffered heavily through the pilfering propen Camping Mertial ei 
sities of the villagers, this year planted a special part of the artini, 
place and put upan‘tice: You are requested to steal ont Party, Whiskey, 
of this part of the field.— New York Press. 
pi Summer Holland \ 
WHERE THE BREEZES ARE COOL. Hotel, Gin, ny | 

That part of the New England coast east of Boston known Fishing Tom Gin x 
as the North Shore is the coolest stretch on the Atlantic Part “ 
seaboard, The bathing facilities are good, the climate Ms Vermouth 
healthful, the surroundings without equal. To know of the Mountains, end 
region send a two-cent stamp to the General Passenger De- Secchere 
partment of the Soston & Maine Railroad, Boston, for a . York. 

“Shore Book.” or the ; 
— j 

“Do you enjoy reading Dickens?” Picnic. 

“Very much,” answered Miss Cayenne. ‘ His works Z 
contain so many odd and villanous characters to whom it is : = 
&@ pleasure to compare those we dislike.” dit sana : mente ante cite . 

— Washington Star. All ready for use, require no mixing. Connoisseurs agree that of two cocktails made of the same material and 
proportions, the one bottled and aged must be the better. Try our York Cocktail — without any sweetening—dry and 


| delicious. For sale on the Dining and Buffet Cars of the principal railroads of the U. 8., and all druggists and dealers, 


TO THE WHITE MOUNTAINS AND MAINE SHORES AVOID IMITATIONS. G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 
AND WOODS. 29 Broapway, New York. HARTFORD, Conn. 20 Piccapitty, W. Lonpon, ENG 


MAY WAY ; 


. TO SATISFY gegen TAT: 








Far and away the most healthful and enjoyable region of | 
the United States for summer outings is that reached by the 
Maine Central Railroad, which runs four express trains daily, 
via Portland and Bangor; with steamboat and railway con- 
| nections, to the famous resorts of the White Mountains, the 
hundred harbors of Maine, her innumerable islands, charm- 
ing lakes, beautiful bays, dense pine woods and the most 
diversified scenery on this continent, with unrivaled oppor- 
tunities for boating. fishing, golfing, camping and all that 
makes a summer outing delightful. For full information 
and booklet enclose a two-cent stamp to F. E. Boothby, 
General Passenger Agent, Portland, Maine. 
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CLARA: There’s young Greatcatch out walking with 
Pertie Wellon again. I wonder if she’s his intended. 
} MAuD: More than that, She’s his desperately resolved. 
— Chicago Tribune. 




















| azoNnaT 


Limakirer 


is the most refreshing and 
delightful mineral water on the 
market, is to try it just once. 





HOTEL VENDOME, BOSTON. 





All the attractions of hotel life, with the comforts and 
privacy of home. 





| 
; 
* But, Genevieve de Groundrent,” pleaded Harold Hilde- 
i grave, “do you not trust me any more?” 

| “No, Harold,” sighed Genevieve, trying to make the 
blow as soft as possible. “No, I have joined the anti-trust 
branch of the Women's Progressive and Argumentative 
| 

{ 

| 

{ 






















Society.’ — Ballimore American, 







It is the only water with | 
the vim and sparkle without | 
* the bite.’ 


A PLAIN statement of facts: Cook’s Imperial Cham- 
pagne Extra Dry is Superior, Its bouquet excels, its taste | 
delights. 


sscnibndsiiaabalt Litinistints 


Try it. 













A MAN does not need to be married to understand women. 
| In fact, a married man’s wife, if a shrewd woman, will cut 
| off his range of vision.— The Schoolmaster. 








By the glass at all first 
class clubs, restaurants 
and cafes; by pint 
or quart of dealers. 
























GETTYSBURG, LURAY, WASHINGTON. 


} Personally-Conducted Tour via Pennsylvania Railroad. 










Over the battlefield of Gettysburg, through the picturesque 
Blue Mountains, via Hagerstown and Antietam, and down 
the beautiful and historic Shenandoah Valley to the unique 







White Rock 
Mineral Spring Company, 
Waukesha, Wis. 








Caverns of Luray ; thence across the rolling hills of Northern 
Virginia to Washington, is the route of this tour—a section 
of the country intensely interesting from both a historic and 
a scenic standpoint. 

The tour will leave New York 7.55 A M., and Philadelphia 
12.20 P. M., Saturday, September 15, in charge of one of the 
company’s tourist agents, and will cover a period of five 
days. An experienced chaperon, whose especial charge will 
be unescorted ladies, will accompany the trip throughout, 
Round-trip tickets, covering transportation, carriage drives, 
and hotel accommodations, will be sold at the extremely low 
rate of $25 from New York, $24 from Trenton, $22 from 
Philadelphia, and proportionate rates from other points. 

For itineraries and full information apply to ticket agents, 
‘| Tourist Agent, 1196 Broadway, New York ; 789 Broad Street, 
Newark, N. J. ; or address Geo. W. Boyd, Assistant General 
Passenger Agent, Broad Street Station, Philadelphia. 
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& PERRINS’ 
SAUCE 


nal and Genuine worcester 


shite- 


Club men and all good livers appreciate 
the appetizin 


cocktails 
and alld 


S/GNATURE 
on every bottle 


Wels 


ishes flavore 
sin: lor-rend Sohn Duncans Sons 
——aw 


relish given to Oyster- 
rarebits, Lobster Newburgh 
d with this sauce. 


AGENTS ~NEW YORK. \§ 








HERE, WAITER, YOU HAVE CHARGED FOR THREE SOUPS INSTEAD OF TWO.’ 
“YES, SIR} THERE IS THE ONE I SPILLED ON MADAME’S DRESS.” 








CHEW 


BEEMAN’S 


PEPSIN 
GUM 


Cures Indigestion 


and Sea-Sickness. 


All Others are Imitations, 











— Journal Amusant, 





Transact a general 


banking business. 
e mon Receive deposits 
9] subject to raft, 
Dividends and _inte- 


rest collected and 
err oO remitted. Act as 
@/Fiscal Agent for 
and negotiate and 
BANKERS, «4 loans = —_ 
a roads, stree rail- 
41 WALL ST., N. Y. ways, gas compa- 
Members nies, ete, Securities 
N. Y. Stock Exchange, \ commission. 
a DEAL IN 
High-Grade Investment Securities. 
Lists of current offerings sent on eeetie. 


PHILADELPHIA CORRESPONDENTS, 
GRAHAM, KERR & CO. 





bought and sold on 








| KHE ADVENTURES OF A WIDOW 
| be illustrated by a series of drawings 
| C. D. Gibson, soon to begin in LIFE, 

| 





“A Genuine Old Brandy made from Wine.” 
— Medical Press (London), Aug, 1899, 


MARTELL'S 
THREE STAR 
BRANDY 


AT ALL BARS AND RESTAURANTS. 





When you're used up in the morning and you have. 
appetite, 

And your food seems almost tasteless and your ston 
ach don’t feel right, 

Do not blame it on the cooking, do not scold yo 
loving wife, 

But take a Ripans Tabule, it will give to you ne 
life. 











Rae’s 
Lucca 
Olive | 





Combines 
Perfection 
of Quality 

with 


Absolute | 
Purity 


PPS. RAE & CO! 
» Leghorn, Italy. 
"Established 1836. | 


he 























